: 
? 


—— SSS AES SES, 


Te fete JJ = fi al f= J == 4 [= a7 


ee ee ah 
E 
| hg Bae | I 


OR 


Bee 


AL Wee Lo Med 2 
, EW GENERAL REPOSITORY 


> 


ra 
,-= 


ee 
y 
ame Proteases 
~ 


o 
OF 


‘, ee | | mementos Tl aumeeet init 
? Ce tiall ome er mertenes? 
II LAP BON mw 


FUGITIVE POETRY. ° 


VoL. 1.—NO. i. 








EDITED BY G. A. GAMAGE, 


=r 


CONTENTS. * 


The Stream of Time Le Fayette’s Visit Stanzas———Death of the 

Righteous——To William Spring——-T he Soldier’s Grave——Landi 
of the Fathers——T'o a Lady Dirge over a nameless Grave An&A orl 
Day Similes———-T'o Harriet Sonnet Ireland The Sushasurt 
——Stanzas—— Dialogue between Soul and Body ——Ode-——- Burns To 
Blossoms——Ruins of Melrose Abbey Morning: To the Moon—— § 
Penitence-——-At Sea——-The Departed -——The lonely Grave——A Drop of  § 
Dew-——Where is He——Reflecti tanzaa———Solitude——Epitaph 

H ——To Pleasure——The Withered Rose Bud———All that’s sweet must fade 

7 ——Remember bi rE ca cae Evening, 








AUBURN, N. Y. 


RSUBLISHED MONTHLY BX T. M. SKINNER. 
a 


JUNE—1825. 


Zaz SSeS real a5 fete : =X 


ae Oy PEA aeemtenrant eee team Mew Cire we one 





























Mb % . 
¢ e 
i - - 
: , 2 . ~ a , 
a - 
+ 
‘ 
7 - 
’ -~?¢ 
5 “4 i « 
: é : 2 
‘ E A a 
. ft 3 _ 
‘ * 
- : 
J Sas 
e @ 
4 ’ : % 
, 
i 
» * 
_N ; Yd 
? se et 
. ‘ 
‘ x 
sy > . we 
i ; 
. ’ ee 
: ~ . 
, i 
$ ~ 
3 ‘ 
4 3 Pa 
, bad % 
- t : 
a , 
i 8 
. 
af 7 
' * f f 
ae . % 
* ; 
‘ - Eo 4 
» i 
Pn 
ir" - i 
e ‘ 
o« ™ > 
*<¢ 
: * 
: F 
; q 
- a * * > - ~ 


















a 





HE 


’ GS ADK shat . 
‘ ~~ ee 
| — SN ee Po, wie 


cc a 
-_ 


! _ eS. 
=| tew Several Psy Ye posrtoriy _ 


C7 Kary - 
if ee Assis Cents AMAA Fey Pipe NT 


SEKELEC THD 
f JA J / ; , 
4 Jf 
i 
j VAAL Mehl GAELIC SAW lane ee ee 4 


: _ VOW RIALS, ne 








> me ee mk, Ar —— 
% Ame rican and Gor reign. 
7. o 
i 7 th Mtllead thttth St Matha r 
i BY G.A. GAMAGE. 
.* i . \, 
—='_ + Solo LL —— 
by ~~ ~~ 
Ko) cANTATY MUSAKUM Fina _ 


ee 





hy 
"A Poet should mstruct. ot please. or both 
And he that joms tstruetion with delight 


Profit with pleasure carries ae the votes * 


4 kre, f hil leshed iat ty 











T. M. gt ’ 
_ hthaou; ME ibake 
y i 


1625. 


ngraved by V. Balch & S.Stiles, Unea 





es ee 

















® 


—e 


4GC2* Sch be bi 


. 


BASVAB) COLL ELE Livnany . 
4 A. tA the ang d i} 
f ) 


. 


-_ 
Baa j* _< aA ca ; 
i 


MENA CMAIRILAWD. 





A = 





——_ ————-. ee 











“Come, hail with me the gleams of joy With me the vocal shell employ $ « | 
That brighten round the Poet's head ; To mourn the gloom that wraps his bed.” im? 
VOL. 1) JUNE, 1825. (NO. I. | 
' = _ — = = ——— ——————— SN en —— ———s es na ‘ee | 
queens ———===== |and repulsive. No wonder then, that (passing ; | 
PROSPECTUS. the tuneful days of Roman viger and Grecian P 
- Rn ney eee elegance) from Chaucer to Scott, and from 4 
in olft ring to his fellow-citizens the prospec- | Spenser to Byron, so many fluctuations of taste Ri 
tus of a task, such as the ensuing remarks may |and obliquities of appetite, have caused many / 
briefly explain, the editor would observe, that|a well-meant, though humble tribute to the ‘a 


he does but anticipate the labors of many more jstores of knowledge, to perish by the way-side ; r 
competent minds, and efficient pens, in a de-'——like ill-omened frait, of which, in its pre- | 
partment of moral usefulness and entertainment, | mature fall, after long and enxious watehful- 
which he has long marvelled to find unattempt- ‘ness, the cultivator has at last no :eseon to feel 
ed and unapproached ; as it cannot but be con- jother than regardless, Yet in what instence, 
sidered matter of surprise, that amidst all the jit may be safely inquired, has the individual 
exuberance of literary fertility, by which the jappeared * from ‘Tiber’s bank to Orellana’s 
intellectual atmosphere of our country has been stream,” whose dulness would avow possession 
so justly distinguished, no cheerful volunteer|of that anomaly in the Creator’s works—a 
has yet stepped forward, willing to rescue from |heart unfurnished with a fibre, capable of ro- 
oblivion the thousand little votive contributions |sponding to the music of poetry ? Nature her- 
to the Garland of taste, that have been usher-jself declares unreservedly against him; and ‘ 
ed into too ephemeral day, by the operations |never fails to draw the admission at last, from \d 
of avapid and multifarious press; clearly of|her truant pupil, that however estranged from 
opinion as we are, that* full many a flower is|melody awhile, by the sordid concussions of 
born to blush” —if not “ unseen,”’ at least un-/life; the vibrations of the harp are ever known 
appropriated ; and to * waste its gweetness on}to confer additional embellishment, on the fra- 
the desert air,” for want of some ardent andjgile hours of human felicity, and to shed the 
generous friend, who in scanning the wide|inellow rays of harmony and peace, even on 
parterre, might kindly stray aside, and offer an|the darkest intervals of human despondence. 
asylum, where its freshness should be perma-|A solace, how welcome, through an arid wil- 
nently admired, and its blossoms attentively|derness! A Bethesda to the panting traveller, 
cherished. \who seeks refreshment more delicate, than the Le 
To supply in a material degree this hiatus,| worthless rank-grass that skirts his path across % 
(if the term may be allowed,) in the most in-|the wild !—privileges too dearly obtained in- 
teresting chapter of mental erudition, as far neldeaik for succeeding ages of unrequiting for- ?, 
individual ambition can extend, is the object of|getfulness, at the price of Petrarch’s pilgrim- 
the present undertaking—Not that we shall age of melancholy, and Tasso’s “ life of sighs.” AT 














lay claim to great originality of invention ; 
since the taper of others, ** withstudy pale, and 


midnight vigils spent,’ must shed upon our pa-| behalf of what we may consider the testimoni- 1 
ges whatever of brilliancy or value they may {als of genius. In the incalculable number of : 
possess. But we regret to observe the duily|periodical and other publications with which #5. 
and hourly loss, sustained, not only by the|our country abounds, from the daily news-let- ‘i 


** sons of song” themselves, but by their advo- 
eates and friends, in the very nature of the 
perishable and incongruous medium which 
gives their labors access to the public eye.— 
As will be seen therefore, we raise no arbor 
of our own; seeking only to prepare a wreath 
acceptable to all, from vines which viher and 
lighter hands have planted, and taught to envi- 
ron the retreat of science and contemplation. 
Poetry, like other arts, has had at different 
periods its fashion and its faults; its culture 


and its waste ; its desert and its school; and if 


at one time, mere enthusiasm has been lenient 
and indulgent in all the latitude of admiration, 
so, at another, have pedantry and envy been 
eaptious, fastidious, querulous, hypercritical, 





But, to return.—Another and very cogent 
reason, induces us to interpose our efforts, in 


ter, to the more voluminous monthly and quar- 
terly repositories, it is impossible that but ve- 
ry few, should reach the hands of ali classes of 
inquirers—much more so, that the heart-re- 
fining effusions alone, of those who minister at 
Apollo’s shrine, should be able to penetrate ev- 
ery genial recess of poitshed society, where 
**heedless rambling impulse” may be taught 
to think,” and even ‘he rudest passions confess 
themselves subciued by the magic of the Lyre. 

Thus while the stream of Helicon pursues 
its windings through vale, and glen, and gar- 
den, beneath the shade of laurel and cyprus, 
of yew and evergreen ; receiving oneither side 
the blossoms of “‘ true poesy” that light upom 
its silver bosora, and bearing ell indiscriminate- 

















2 THE CARLAND. Vol 
ly toward a comm of obliy ce,wit 
be aut sk t ré i tine thie iti ‘ I ’ ‘I a ! . 
; ' “ ii ’ ‘ | Al : : ! 
iii each Amarazit t ‘ ae | aa ae ; a 
the eh ( leat i foirest 1 ! I t|} 
i il f i ‘ j ‘ 
otherwise the wv cu Bee per ey pore se ofte 
aod chatl, to a romiecuous clest ‘ iffereit ea other popularit mck « i 
fn ad lion; if vy be well to remark, briet cencees, ore onsidered insepara they are now 
ly, tour plan Ww li embrace as a primary ob- itivated apart. be munds of very diflerent mould, 
je the oreservation of exercises Of American }an0 not unirequently a intar complexion, and 
yt iithough not te the excl on ol ich |W 'th a cl joc: the former addressing seu 
bv ru articles, as may contribute to its ration to the solter sensi nay in tere rs aud w 
4! and tasteful completion: Uius ca lated to] ” ABA, a y Hi “ ied td ; “ in 1! 
lorm in due time, a bh isinne opps ge to Ost pOlshed Cire aud where t Highest pi 
trie tical department nf thre ch al brary er are often made to the eleg cu { t} 
bo conclude. } rom our hair ¢ suntrywomen, ed education. we find 80 flew good react Oly 
we would not conceal the tact, that ous hope etic nur bers. and so few, skilled by stu and pi 
of favor are not a little enhanced, by the beliel}| tice, in the distinguishing beauties of the Ep.c. the 
vu! that enviable share of approbation and pat- icac! the Pastoral aud the Lyric ver Phis 
ronnge, with which they, as the arbiters of taste, |!) 40ne t those whose acniutted claims t + 
4 . ' monty as prohicients mM Music, would naturally i 
aud umpires of refinement, wo id vouchsate to luce very rational expectations of an intimat 
smile upon our undertaking. Phe mellow ca- paniance W the characteristies of Porrny mid 
dences of Poetry, allect with pe culjar owes these | whose elf pride would “ take up ready praise,” at 
the congemal susceptibility of che female breast, ny looked upon as critenous Ol Correctness, 
and multiply their teecinalions Gon the ear ol iim the melody of the one, as the hannony ot 

Man, when falling from the lips of beauty and | the ot 
intelligence ;—the encouragement we there- ft is not however, with the vain suppositon, that 
fore anticipate from their generous aid, will)/OUr! rts will be able to repair the long neglected 
form a prominent feature in the reward, where-|@2care of these bright exercises of human gen 

; at , us, that our present undertaking 1s commenced 
with we trust our exertions may be ultimately Ber the lovers and vataries of hath. we shell en 
crowned, leavor to select such ori mal articles of merit, as 
As our distance from each great metropolis,| wil) add interest and entertainment. to the rapidly 
will not of nec ssaly prove an obstacle to the ncreasing store of our country’s literature ; pointing 
periect tullilment of our contract with subscri-[out from time to une, the particular beauties of 
bers, in all its parts, (owing to the present ad-jeach specunen, and censuring, Only in mstances ol 
mirable facility of communication with every |™anilest departure from the acknowledged rules ot | 
portion oloeur co LDAPY sy and as it is ut Li led wn ‘ad santas a oeen * harmony, moveinent, 
that the appearance and execut.on of the work, oe a see. Ve - i Te tel ' —_ ' 

7 rennarkinay here be property introduced, te 
still he « qual at least, to that oj any undertak- which we shall fre quently have occasion to recur, 
toy of similar magmtude m the United States,]\;, Phat an mdispensable requisite toward the 

» we hope to be favored with Corresponding] yight understanding of a performance in poetry, 
patronage, from the enlightened, contemplative | (no matter of what measure,) Is to ascertain by the 

id refined. mw the circles olf meti politan geu- application of every known test. the manner in 

P ty. which the autho probably intended his production 

Communications of reasonable length, (in WANG DS scenie 1, O1 accented ; as by this rule, we 
prose or verse,) together with sketches ol poel conan » es . eye 's 4° gh : b geet: OF re post 
his moduiations. and asit were, join im the fervoi 
real justory, biography, characters, and inci- f | feelings. and the melody of his song 
(leuts, temperate criticisms, &c. Xe. in coinci- The following article. we present as a ca in 
ul wilh the features of our design,as t nding pomt, bearing testimony at the wine time to tie 
io form a magazime of extracts andoriginal | orrectness and felicity of its execution.* 
ys, on Poetry, will be thankfully received 

{ po aid) and meet cheerful insertion. FROM THE PETERSBURG INTELLIGENCER. 
, Che Stream of Time. 
\ccording to an intelligent and polished writer,* 

to whose pen we are indebted for many justly val “My days are passed away as the swift ships.” 
uit mt: butions to the elegant literature of the OR. x. 26 
- wither ‘Man is both @ poet and musician rine jike the ebbing torrent strong, 

This position, may doubtless have been correct, Bears all tarrestyia} things shang 

in the earher periods of society, when every bard With overwhelming sweep ; 

alivned ls runic lavs to the chords of his own sun Thus, wave by wave, and day by day, 

ple lyre and acco: spanied the melody of his nuin-| Swift ebbs our little life away 

bers with strains of self-taught minstrelsy. But that To the eternal deep. 

the same distinguishing faculty of the mind, cannot é iti Wb : 

be supposed toexist at present, in its formerlat.tude,| — * Here by adopting the assurance, (which is very 

must we think be apparent to any observer, whe will} ,anifest,) that the writer would be understood as 

indulge but a momentary comparison. of that era of] commencing every stanza with a Trochaic foot we 
unsophistcated pleasure, elevated patriotism, art place our accent accordingly ; and finding allt’ 
ess sincerity, and purity of benevolence , with} remainder lambics, will readily perceive how 3 
these latter days of selfish abstiaction, turbulence sically and smoothly the whole movement proce, .4 
cupidity, and care. to the end. : 
— - a —— Time Like | the eb | bing tor | rent strong, | 
*Dx. Brain. Some float | like bub | bles down | the tide, | &€ 
* Pe .° 
2 , = 


Vol. i. 


Some float like bubbles down the tide, 
And some like gallant Navies 
With waving 


rihie 





streamers crown d ; 


Sometimes the baflling storms pre Vail, i 
Or onward urg’d with gentle gale | 
Th y seca the gulpa profound, 
i What crowds embark on life’s gay morn! 
/ As il tor trips of | leasure born | 
They dash the waves astern ; 
W hile some who we alth assiduous court, 
Puree their voyage from port to port, 


* But none, alas! return. 

some fix’d upon the treach’rous sand, 

Or wreck d on rocks, as beacons stand 
To mark the dang’rous shore ; 

Yet with the warning full in view 

Sull many a thoughtless, watchless crew, 
But add ove warning more. 

Oh! happy the y, ho cross the line, 

Directed by the chart divine, 
And by the compass steer ; 

Their skilful Pilot guides their course, 

Nor shoal shall check, nor storms shall force | 
‘Their well-trimm’d bark to veer. 


Laden and stow’d with sacred store, 

And bound to the celestial shore, 
They pass the billowy main ; 

They reach the haven, anchor cast, 

And girt their time-worn bark at last, 
Nor put to sea again, 


FROM THE DUMFRIES AND GALLOWAY COUR. 


Ou the Wisit of General Wa 
Pavette to America, 
See, Freedom's champion full of years, .. 
The pride of the Freeman’s story, 
Arain across th’ Atlantic steers 
To the land of his former glory! 


Che Old World’s night he leaves behind, 
The morn of the new ts belore him 

And the ocean is calm, and the winds are kind, 
And the heaveus shine mildly o’er him, 

And see! on the shores of Freedom’s land 
4 Nation ts fondly straying, 

And asking each billow that breaks on its strand 
Why their * Guest” so long is delaying. 


» comes! he lands!—and thousand arms 
Are stretch’d at once to enfold him ; 

And liberty clasps him in all her arms, 
Rejoicing again to behold him, 


i] 


Sublime from her throne im the World of the 
West, 
She extends him the sceptre he gave her, 
While the millions around her cry “ Hail!” 
to their Guest, 
The Hero who conquer’d to save her. 


Oh! who would not envy the god-like pride 
And triumph his soul is feeling, _[ his side 
While the Sons of those Sires who fought by 
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sak 


Therr gratitude thus are revealing. 


~~ 
— 


me ocean 


3S 


lL hose Siresnow sleep m the arme oftheir Fame 
\\ 


re soon he shall hasten to find them ; 


Gut their spirits stl hear and approve the ac- 


eiaiia 


Whitels bae yet is enjoymg behind them, 


But whe ts he, with locks so white, 
Who comes, by so many surrounded ? 

iis the ** Futher” who first iu America’s right 
The trumpet of liberty of Liberty sounded. 


With filial awe the crowds attend, 
And weep while his tears are flowing 
\Whule he clings round the neek of his ancient 
friend, 
Aud seenis to his bosom growing. 


Now, La Favette! the hour is come, 
The proudest that e’er pass 'd o er thee, 
When thou shar’st of true glory a mightier 
sulin 
Thana all who have gone before thee. 


And, glowing forever in Fame's bright sky, 
Shall the triumph thou how art reapmg 
Be the pole-star of hope to the Patriot s eye, 

When thou art with Washington sleeping. 


PROM THE STATESMAN, 


Stawsas. 


O cease, gentle rover, 
Thus sweetly to sing ; 

For thy notes to the lover 
Remembrances bring, 

Of youth's bright hours shaded 
By sorrow and care, 

And youth's pleasures faded 
‘To shadows and air, 


‘hy strain that thus sweetly 
Resounds through the grove, 

Transports his thoughts fleetly 
‘l'o times in which love 

Ani friendship unshrouded 
by darkness or gloom, 

Shone o’er him unclouded 
lu rapturous bloom. 


© cease, then, to murmur 
‘Thus softly thy strain ; 

For the heart would be firmer 
Supported ‘gainst pain, 

From the breast could it sever 
All trace of the past, 

Aud away once and ever 
All memory cast. 


Yet stay, sweetest—leave not, 
O tly me not yet— 
I raved—O believe not, | 
I e’er would forget 
The years that have va.ush'd, 
When hope, health, and youth 
From my heart and thought banish’d 
All doubt of thy trath. 


And though health, worn and broken, 
And hope lost in tears, 

Of youth leave no token, 
Save fewness of years; 
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Yet ‘twere better to cherish 
In silence this pain, 


‘Than that these sceties should perish 


And fede trom the braia. 


The Death of the Rightcous, 


BY MONTGOMERY. 


This place w holy ground, 
World, with thy cares away ! 
Silence and darkness reign around, 
but lo! the break ol day . 
W hat bright and sudden dawn appears, 
‘To shiue upon this scene of lears - 


"Tis not the morning light, 
That wakes the lark to sing; 
"Tis not a meteor of the night, 
Nor track of angel’s wing, 
It is an uncreated beam, 
Like that which shone on Jacob's dream. 


Eternity and Time 
Met for a moment here; 

From earth to heaven a scale sublime 
Rested on either sphere, 

Whose steps a saintly figure trod, 

By death’s cold hand led home to God. 


He landed in our view, 
Midst flaming hosts above; 

Whose ranks stood stlent, while he drew 
Nigh to the throne of love, 

And meekly took the lowest seat, 

Yet nearest his Redeemer’s feet. 


Thrill’d with eestatic awe, 
Entrane’d our spirits tell, 
And saw—yet wist not what they saw ; 
And heard—no tongue can tell 
What sounds the ear of rapture caught 
What glory fill’d the eye of thought. 


Thus far above the pole, 
On wings of mountain fire, 

Faith may pursue the enfranchis’d soul, 
But soon her pinions tire ; 

It is not giv’n tomortal man 

Eternal mysteries to scan. 


Behold the bed of death; 
This pale and lovely clay ; 
Heard ye the sob of parting breath? 
Mark’d ye the eye’s last ray ? 
No!—Laile so sweetly ceas’d to be, 
It laps’d in immortality. 


Could tears revive the dead, 
Rivers should swell our eyes ; 
Could sighs recall the spirit fled, 
We would not quench our sighs, 
Till love return’d this alter’d mien, 
And the embodied soul were seen. 


Bury the dead ;—and weep 
In stillness o’er the loss ; 
Bury the dead ; —in Christ they sleep, 
Who love on earth his cross, 
And from the grave their dust shall rise 
In his own image to the skies. 


———— 


Vol. 
Without stopping to comment much at large « 
cu iri ie & We proces l, we ibehld DHICTe LY offer mai 
wee ipai ret ith j bh tie prove lutention 
, tis riley li { i MEASURE, Gnd Ux 
cA wii Will ul 1VC Alay tod if to Une sulnect 
Phere a pre are imi da Cis® ad grace 
fulise olthe ila form Of verse, acknowledged 


i every eas ml tbat aullbor is entitied to no simau 


| degree of credit, who, Wi attempting ite utmost ex 


Ins banvony unin 
Tin 


inanner of displaying Uus beautilul measure ti ONs 


leit, (seven leet,) can preserve 


i 
| Llerrupted, and lis pauses unbroken Hc rent 
| 


jhe, we think tar prete rable to the modern mnova 


tion Of dividing it ito two The follown vy is trom 


an experienced, a judicious, and musi al pen 
FROM THE ROCKINGHAM (N.H.) GAZETTE. 
(cyrin the following lines, the idea is taken from 

that beautiful passage of Anastasius, in which he 


ts represented lamenting the death of his child, 


Alexis J 
To Gilliam. 


it was but yesterday,my elnild, thy little heart 
beat high, [me thou must dic 
And I had seorn’d the warning voice that told 
I saw thee move with active bound, with spir- 
its light and free, fe harm on thee. 
And infant grace and beauty threw their ev’ry 


Upon the dewy field I saw thine early footsteps 
fly, [radiant sky ; 
Unfetter’d as the matin bird thatcleaves the 
And often as the sunrise gale blew back thy 
shining hair, ‘| health had painted there. 
Thy cheek display’d the red rose tinge that 


Then wither’d as my heart had been, I could 
not but rejoice, | thy voice, 
To hear upon the morning wind the music o! 
Now echoing in the careless laugh, now melt- 
ing down to tears ; | happier years. 
*T was like the sounds I us’dto hear m old and 


Thanks for that memory to thee, my little love- 
ly boy, {destroy : 
Tis all remains of former bliss that care cannot 
I listen’d as the mariner suspends the out- 
bound oar, { his native shore. 
To taste the farewell gale that flows from off 
| lov’d thee, and my heart was blest—but ere 
the day was spent, [illness bent, 
I saw thy light and graceful limbs in drooping 
And shudder’d as | cast a look upon thy faint- 
ing head, [| was almost fled. 
For all the [crimson*] glow of health, and life 


One glance upon thy marble brow made known 
that hope was vain; [light again ; 
I knew the swiftly wasting lamp should never 
Thy cheek was pale, thy snow-white lips were 
gently thrown apart, {from the heart. 
And life in ev’ry passing breath seem’d gushing 


And when I could not keep the tear from 
gath’ring in my eye, [reply ; 

Thy little hand prest gently mine in token oi 

To ask once more exchange of love thy look 
was upward cast, 





*Finding this line deficient by two syllables, 
perhaps by typographical error, we have added this 








word to give it the length required, 


Vel. 1. 


And in that long and burning kiss thy happy} 
spirit pass’d. 


i trusted | should not have liv’d to bid farewell 
to thee, | so to be: 
And nature in her heart declares tought not 
| hoped that thou within the grave my weary 
head should lay,— {happy day. 
Aiud live belov’d when | was gone, for many a 
With trembling hand | vainly tried thy dying 
eyes to close, | deep repose ! 
And how | envied in that hour thy calm and 
for I was left alone oa earth, with pam and 
grief opprest, | weary are at rest. 
And thou wast with the sainted, where the 


Yes, | am left alone on earth—but I will not 

repine | than mine : 

Because a spirit lov’d so well is earlier blest 

My tate may darkenas it will—l shall not 

much deplore, |reach thee more. 

Since thou art where the ills of life can never 
Ww. 


EROM THE BROOKLYN (N. ¥.) STAR. 


Spring. 
The spring returns; but where are they 

Who welcom’d in the last bright season ° 
Where are the happy, where the gay, 

The light of heart and light of reason ? 
The sky is just as bright, the air astree,_ - 
The blossoms hang as fresh on bush and tree, 
Aud nature is as lovely as was wont to be, 





The spring returns ; but where are they 

Whose hearts beat high with joy and glad- 

ness ¢ 
W hose smiles beguil’d each coming day, 

And kept afar each thought of sadness ? 
Where are the young, the beautiful, the gay, 
Those on whom tairy-hope had shed its ray, 
And those by love made happy? where are 

they ? 


Feelings have changed, as time has fled ! 
Hearts have been crushed, and smiles been 
banish’d, 
And joy, by Time’s destructive tread, 
Has, like a dream forever vanish'd ! 
Hopes have been blighted; and the grave 
Has seiz’d its victims. Wherefore rave? 
Nor prayers, nor sighs, nor tears availed to save. 


The spring returns; but some are far 
Wand’ring upon a trackless sea ; 

And some are not: but some thereare  [be. 
Have changed their friendships—such there 

The spring will pass, but mem’ry’s eye 

Will sadly rest on things gone by ; 


Till hope, and thought, and feeling die. M. 
———_—__ 
FROM THRE NATIONAL JOURNAL. 
The Soldier's Grave. 
‘* The paths of glory lead but to the Grave.” 
Gray. 


Blow light, thou gentle breeze, 
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Where hes the soldier brave ; 


5s 


Blast not a leaf upon the trees 
‘That stand around his grave 


No one should on the sod, 
With rudeness dare to tread, 
Lest, with a nod, an angry God 
Might lay him with the dead, 


slow light, thou gentle breeze, 
Aud worth and virtue save ; 
*Tis not the remnants of disease 
That haunt the soldier's grave : 
But let thy lay be heard to say, 
* Sleep on, departed brave.”’ 


Blow light, and let repose 
The quiet of the tomb ; 

And let the rose which near it grows 
lu yearly grandeur bloom. 


I would not see his bones arise 
For all that dwells on earth, 

With shroud unfurl’d to curse the world 
That gave his being birth : 

Then gently blow, forever so, 
And sing the soldier’s worth. 


WASHINGTON BARD. 


To a Hav. 


And wilt thou weep when lam low? 
Sweet lady! speak those words again ; 
Yet if they grieve thee, say not so, 
1 would not give that bosom pain. 


My heart is sad, my hopes are gone, 

My blood runs coldly through my breast, 
And when | perish, thou alone 

Wilt sigh above my place of rest. 


And yet methinks a gleam of peace, 

Doth through my cloud of anguish shine ; 
And for a while my sorrows cease, 

‘To know thy heart doth feel for mine. 


Oh lady! blessed be that tear, 
It falls for ope who cannot weep, 
Such precious drops are doubly dear 
To those whose eyes no tear may steep. 


Sweet lady! once my heart was warm, 
With ev’ry feeling soft as thine, 

But beauty’s self hath ceas’dto charm 
A wretch who’s fated to repine. 


Yet, wilt thou weep when I am low? 
Sweet lady! speak those words again ; 
Yet, if they grieve thee, say not so, 
1 would not give that bosom pain. . 


=x 


5S. LITERARY GAZETTE. 
Dirge over a HPameiess Grave. 


By yon still river, where the wave 
Is winding slow at ev’ning’s close, 

The beech, upon a nameless grave, 
Its sadly-moving shadow throws. 


FROM THE U. 


O’er the fair woods the sun looks down 
Upon the many twinkling leaves, 
And twilight’s mellow shades are brown, 
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Yet twere better to ¢ bu rishi W it tit slum J »coOminpent Much at large « 
lo sien é Ulis pain, ‘ Lrlicie a ced, We sual inerely Ofer aa 

Than that these sceles shoul | perish " (aisbijal ‘ jiiate utnun tne prot i tention 
And fade trom the brain. — yack a i eas SES Te sue 
Coss WILD Wich they have adapted it to the subject 

. -_ Pher @ peculiar charn ih lie Cas€ and grace 
o a» ¥ fiabine ofthe larmtnc toi Ol verse, acknowledged 

. cf ‘ 
The Death of the Righteous. | DY every eal and that authori is Cntitied to no mail 


BY MONTGOMERY. 


This place is holy ground, 
World, with thy cares away ° 
Silence and darkness reign around, 
But lo! the break of day; 
W hat bright and sudden dawn appears, 
‘To shiue upon Us scene of tears: 


"Tis not the morning light, 
That wakes the lurk to sing; 
"T'is not a meteor of the night, 
Nor track of angel’s wing, 
it is an uncreated beam, 
Like that which shone on Jacob’s dream. 


Eternity and Time 
Met for a moment here ; 

From earth to heaven a scale sublime 
Rested on either sphere, 

Whose steps a saintly figure trod, 

By death’s cold hand led home to God. 


He landed in our view, 
Midst flaming hosts above; 

Whose ranks stood silent, while he drew 
Nigh to the throne of love, 

And meekly took the lowest seat, 

Yet nearest his Redeemer’s feet. 


Thrill’d with eestatic awe, 
Entranc’d our spirits fell, 
And saw—yet wist not what they saw ; 
And heard—no tongue ean tell 
What sounds the ear of rapture caught 
What glory fill’d the eye of thought. 


‘Thus far above the pole, 
On wings of mountain fire, 

Faith may pursue the enfranchis’d soul, 
But soon her pinions tire ; 

It is not giv’n tomortal man 

Eternal mysteries to scan. 


Behold the bed of death; 
This pale and lovely clay ; 
Heard ye the sob of parting breath? 
Mark’d ye the eye’s last ray ? 
No!—Lile so sweetly ceas’d to be, 
it laps’d in immortality. 


Could tears revive the dead, 
Rivers should swell our eyes ; 
Could sighs recall the spirit fled, 
We wouid not queneh our sighs, 
Till love return’d this alter’d mien, 
And the embodied soul were seen. 


Bury the dead ;—and weep 
In stillness o’er the loss ; 
Bury the dead ; —in Christ they sleep, 
Who love on earth his cross, 
And trom the grave their dust shall rise 
In his own uuage to the skies. 


| degree ol credit, who, mi atte inptng its Ulost ex 
Ins hannony unin 
Diu 


inanner Of displaying this beautl il measure Wi ONE 


i lent, (seven fleet,) can preserve 


lerrupted, and his pauses unbroken ancient 


i 


line, We Usnak tar pr ferable to the modern innova- 
The 


, and musical pen 


tion Of dividing it into two tollowing 1s from 


an experienced, a judicious 


FROM THE ROCKINGHAM (N. H.) GAZETTE. 
(cpvin the following lines, the idea is taken from 
that beautful pee of Anastasius, in which he 
is represented lamenting the death of his child, 


Alexis. 
To BWilliam. 


It was but yesterday,my ehild, thy little heart 
beat high, [me thou must die. 
And | had scorn’d the warning voice that told 
I saw thee move with active bound, with spir- 
its ight and free, {charm on thee. 
And infant grace and beauty threw their ev’ry 


Upon the dewy field I saw thine early footsteps 
fly, [radiant sky ; 
Unfetter’d as the matin bird thatcleaves the 
And often as the sunrise gale blew back thy 
shining hair, | health had pamted there. 
Thy cheek display’d the red rose tinge that 


Then wither’d as my heart had been, I could 
not but rejoice, | thy voice, 
To hear upon the morning wind the music o! 
Now echoing in the careless laugh, now melt- 
ing down to tears ; | happier years. 
*T was like the sounds [ us’dto hear in old and 


Thanks for that memory to thee, my little love- 
ly boy, destroy : 
Tis all remains of former bliss that care cannot 
I listen’d as the marmer suspends the out- 
bound oar, { his native shore. 
To taste the farewell gale that flows from off 


I lov’d thee, and my heart was blest—but ere 
the day was spent, {illness bent, 
I saw thy light and graceful limbs in drooping 
And shudder’d as I cast alook upon thy faint- 
ing head, | was almost fled. 
For all the [crimson*] glow of health, and life 


One glance upon thy marble brow made known 
that hope was vain; [light again ; 
I knew the swiftly wasting lamp should never 
Thy cheek was pale, thy snow-white lips were 
gently thrown apart, {from the heart. 
And life in ev’ry passing breath seem’d gushing 


And when I could not keep the tear from 
gath’ring im my eye, [reply ; 

Thy little hand prest gently mine in token oi 

To ask once more exchange of love thy look 
was upward cast, 





——— a a ee — 


*Finding this line deficient by two syllabies, 
perhaps by typographical error, we have added thi: 





word to give it the length required. 
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And in that long and burning kiss thy happy Blast net a leaf upon the trees 
spirit pass’d, ‘That stand around his grave. 
| trusted | should not have liv’d to bid farewell No one shauld on the sod, 
to thee, | so to be: With rudeness dare to tread, 
And nature in her heart declares tought not Lest, with a nod, an angry God 
Ll hoped that thou within the grave my weary Might lay him with the dead. 
head should lay,— [happy day. 
And live belov’d when | was gone, for many a Blow light, thou gentle breeze, 
And worth and virtue save ; 
With trembling hand | vainly tried thy dying *Tis not the remnants of disease 
eyes to close, [deep repose ! That haunt the soldier's grave : 
And how | envied in that hour thy calm and But let thy lay be heard to say, 
For | was left alone om earth, with pam and ** Sleep on, departed brave.” 
grief opprest, | weary are at rest. 
And thou wast with the sated, where the Blow light, and let repose 
The quiet of the tomb ; 
Yes, | am left alone on earth—but I will not And let the rose which near it grows 
repine {than mine : In yearly grandeur bloom. 
Because a spirit lov’d so well is earlier blest 
My tate may darken as it will—l shall not i would not see his bones arise 
much deplore, [reach thee more. For all that dwells on earth, 
Since thou art where the ills of life can never With shroud unfurl’d to curse the world 
Ww. That gave his being birth : 
= Then gently blow, forever so, 
FROM THE BROOKLYN (N. Y.) STAR. And sing the soldier’s worth. 


WASHINGTON BARD. 


Spring. 


The spring returns; but where are they 
Who welcom’d in the last bright season ? fo a wavy. 
Where are the happy, where the gay, And wilt thou weep when Lam low? 
The light of heart and light of reason ? Sweet lady : speak those words again ; 
The sky is just as bright, the air as free, Yet if they grieve thee, say not so, 
The blossoms hang as fresh on bush and tree, I would not give that bosom pain, 


Aud nature is as lovely as was wont to be. ; 
My heart is sad, my hopes are gone, 


The spring returns ; but where are they My biood runs coldly through my breast, 

Whose hearts beat high with joy and glad- And when I perish, thou alone 

ness? Wilt sigh above my place of rest. 
Whose smiles beguil’d each coming day, 

And kept afar each thought of sadness ? And yet methinks a gleam of peace, 
Where are the young, the beautiful, the gay, Doth through my cloud of anguish shine : 
Those on whom fairy-hope had shed its ray, And for a while my sorrows ceuse, 

And those by love made happy? where are l'o know thy heart doth feel for mine. 
sw ? 
ney Oh lady! blessed be that tear, 
feelings have changed, as time has fled ! ‘ It falls for ope who cannot weep, 

Hlearts have been crushed, and smuiies been Such precious drops are doubly dear 

banish’d. ‘To those whose eyes no tear may steep 


And joy, by Time’s destructive tread, 
Has, like a dream forever vanish'd ! 
Hopes have been blighted; and the grave 
Has seiz’d its victims. Wherefore rave? 
Nor prayers, nor sighs, nor tears availed to save. 


Sweet lady! once my heart was warm, 
With ev’ry feeling soft as thine, 

But beauty’s self hath ceas’dto charm 
A wretch who’s fated to repine. 


Yet, wilt thou weep when I am low ? 


The spring returns; but some are far 
5 79 “Ae ; 
Sweet lady! speak those words again ; 


Wand’ring upon a trackless sea ; 


And some are not: but some thereare _ [be. Tet, " they grieve thee, say not so, 
Have changed their friendships—such there [ would not give that bosom pain. 
The spring will pass, but mem’ry’s eye — 
Will sadly rest on things gone by ; FROM THE U.S. LITERARY GAZETTE. 
‘Till hope, and thought, and feeling die. M. Dirge over a Qawmeless Cirave 





By yon still river, where the wave 
Is winding slow at ev’ning’s close, 


The Soldicr’s Grave. The beech, upea a nameless grave, 


Its sadly-moving shadow throws. 


FROM THE NATIONAL JOURNAL. 


‘The paths of glory lead but to the Grave.” 





' Gray, O’er the fair woods the sun looks down 
Blow light, thou gentle breeze, Upon the many twinkling leaves, 
Where hes the soldier brave ; | And twilight’s mellow shades are brown, 








nanentiie a a we 
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VV hae larkly the green turf upheaves | In the morning's flame burns aow 
And the mooa's cold light i that night 
‘The river guides nm silence there, On the hill-side and the ® 
And hardly waves the sapling tree ; Stull lies where he lau! his houseless head 
Sweet flow’rs are springing ul the a } But the pugrim—where ts he 
Is fuli of balm-—but where is she! CHORUS. 
le is not in the bay, as he was that day, & 
They bade her wed a son of pride, 1 
And leave the hopes she che rish d long : The pilg rim father re at rest :— 
She loved but one,—and would not hide | Wh.  Summer’s thron’d on hig | lrest, 
A love which knew no wrong.* And the world’s warm breast is im verdure 
| Co, stand on the il where the y lie, 
And months went sadly on,—and years : ~ | The e aslie t ray of the golden day 
And she was wasting day by day: On that hallow’d spot is cast ; 
At length she died,—and many tears 'And the ev ning sun, as he leaves the world, 


Were shed, that she should pass away. 


Then came a gray old man and knelt 
With bitter weeping by her tomb: 
And others mourn’d for him, who felt 
That he had seal’d a daughter's doom. 


The fun'ral train has long past on, 
And time wip’d dry the father’s tear! 

Farewell,—lost maiden, !—there is one 

That mourns thee yet,—and he is here. 


H. W. L. 


The following Song, or Hymn, well worthy of 
preservation amongst the records of native Poetry ; 
was written for and sung at a recent religious festi 
valin Plymouth, Mass. itis from the pen of an 
sccomplished schoiar, and an eloquent preacher, the 


Rev. John | ierpont, of Boston, author of * Airs of 
Palestine,” and other works, which have been re- 
ceived with merited distinction. ‘There's a vein of 


piety and patriotism running through thislitde piece 


Looks kindly on that spot last. 
CHOKUS, 
Not such was the ray, that she shed that day, &c. 


The pilgrim’s spires has not fled: 
li walks in noon’s broad light ; 
And it watches the bed of the 
W ith the holy stars by night. 
It watches the bed ofthe brave who have bled 
And shall guard this ice-bound shore, 
Tillthe waves of the bay ; Where the May-k lou 


glorious dead, 





which cannot fail to render ita favorite ; 
@ specimen ot poetical correctness, it needs no com 
mendation trom us—¢ xcept to remark, that the un 
ion of two or more different measures, in so sy 
compass, gives an Vivacity 
and cadence 


Rawndiug of the Mathers. 


agreeable to its tone 


‘The 


Pilgrim Fathers —where are they 
The waves that brought them o'er, | 
Stull roll m the bay, and throw thet spray } 


As they break along the shore: 

Sull roll in the bay, as they roll’d that day, 
When the May-F lower moor’d below, 
When the sea around was brisk with 
And white the shore with snow. 

CHORUS. 


Still roll in the bay, as they roll’d that day, Kc. 


vornis, 


‘The mists, that wrapp’d the pilgrim’s sleep, 


Still hecel upon the tide ; [| deep, 
And his rocks yet keep their watch by the 
To stay its waves of pride. [ gale 
But the snow-white sail, that he gave to the 


When the heav’ns look’d dark, is gone— 
aun angel’s wing, through an op ming cloud 
Is seen, and then withdrawn. 

CHORUS. [day, &c. 
itis gone from the bay, where it spread that 


As 


The pilgrim exile—sainted name ! 
The hill, whose icy brow 


[ flame, 
Rejoic'd when he came, 


in the morning's 





while as 
i’ Tis sweet to visit the still wood, 


all ay 


} Nor dark and many-folded 


krom the 





*This line is nee llessly too short. 


er lay, 

Shall foam and freeze no more. 
CHORUS. { & 
It watches the bed of the brave who have bled 

FROM U. S&S. LITERARY GAZETTE. 
of 

Au April Dap. 

When the warm sun, that brings 
Seed-time and harvest, has return’d again. 


wiere Sprunes 


The first flow’r of the plain. 


| love the eason well, 


{ forms, 
When forest glades are teeming with bright 


tlouds foretell 


‘The comimeg-in of storms. 


earth’s loosen’d mould 
I'he sapling draws its sustenance, and thrive 
Though stricken to the heart with wint 
cold, 
The drooping tree revive 
The softly warbl’d sone jour'd Wihps 


Comes through the pleasing woods, and col- 
slance quick im the bright sun, that moves 
Glance quick im the brig 


lon 
aly r 
ai lig 


The forest openings. 
And when bright sunset fills [ throws 
The silver woods with light, the green slope 
Its shadow in the hollows of the hills, 
And wide the upland glows. 
And when the day is gone, 


In the blue lake the sky o’er-reaching far 
Is hollow’d out, and the moon dips her horn, 
And twinkles many a star. 


Inverted in the tide {ows throw 
Stand the gray rocks, and trembling shad: 

And the fair trees look over, side by side, 
And see themselves below. ; 


Vol. 1 


Sweet April !—many a thought 


Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed; 
Nor shall they tail, till to its autumn brought 
Lite's golden fruit is sned, 
= * 

EROM THE LINCOLN INTELLIGENCER, 


Simtics. 
Man’s life is like the morning va; 
‘That wastes before the sun; 
Or hike the gleam of ev’ning’s taper, 


or, 


ry" ler ws . 1, 
hat early Waxes Cun. 


lis like the transient fleeting shadow, 
Of unsubstantial birth : 
Or like the lily on the meadow, 


‘That sudden falls to earth. 


Tis like the gay prismatic vision, 
j 


1 hues : 
Or like the classic foud elysian— 


Unchastea’d fancy views. 


that mocks with borrow ‘ 


Tis like the sound of choral numbers, 
‘That lulls the soul to sleep ; 

But death shail break the lethal slumbers, 
ller dreaming powers that keep. 


The morning mists the sun shall banish, 
The drooping lily die; 

Muan’s lite shall, as the taper, vanish, 
Or as the shadow, fly. 


His soul alone, shall rise immortal, 
And triumph o’er the tomb ; 

Redeemed, pass Heav’n’s spar ling portal, 
{nd flourish there and bloom. *° C#***, 





The following Stanzas were addressed by a gen- 


tleman as a tribute of respect, toa young Lady, al- 
flicted in the bloom of life with the loss of sight; 
but whose natural fondness for poetry, and tient 
for wusic, still afford in they ardent cultivation, a 
olace for her irretrievable misfortune. 


THE CAYUGA REPUBLICAN, 


fo Parvict. 


PROM 


There’s a joy in the young dance of faney and 


passion, | flow’r, 
The re’s bliss in the blooming of intellect’s 
And some find delight in the follies of fashion, 


But all that lask for’s thy voice and guitar. 


‘here’s a charm in the season’s majestic pro- 

gression, [of life ; 

Sweetly lighting and shading the landscape 

But they roll unobserv’d in a silent succession, 

While thy voice and guitar waken harmo- 
ny’s strife. 


There’s a charm > high plume of glory 
I} harm in the high plume of glor 
and grandeur, 
In wit’s corruscations and fancy’s wild roam, 
Butmorethanthe plume or the sparkling or 
splendor, | home. 
Are thy voice and guitar in the ev’ning at 


lhere’s ecstasy high on thecliff of a mountein, 

‘lo stand like a sentry in nature’s wild war, 

fehear the mix’d moan of the and 
fountain, 


jorest 
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But ali does not equal thy voice and guitar. 


- 


° 


lhere’s a rapture in beauty’ 


quick glance, 
while the bosom 


lyoung kiss; 
Beats high with the impulse of passion’s 
But purer and higher’s the joy | repose on, 
When thy voice and guitar sweetly lull me 
to bliss. 
"Tis sweet when the notes of fame’s trumpet 
fall dee Is ' 
On the ear of ambition loud swelling, afar ; 
But ambition is wanquil aud fame’s hush'‘d 
to sieep, 
At the soit touching notes of thy voice and 
guitar, 1. C. 
ae 
NATIONAL 
Sounct, 


dressed to the Philanthropist, Roser? Ow 
EN, Esquire, of Lanark. 


rROM THE JOURNAL. 


a 
“it 


While hapless Europe, or now bleeds in war, 
Or Peace more cruel finds; while ‘Tyranny 
Sits thunder-thron’d, 
far 
The nations; lo! a clime of Liberty, 
With streak of day relieves the black’ning 
[the West. 
Aud o’er the waste of waves, makes bright 
The tlow’rs of human bliss, here bud 
bloom, 
Here Freecom gives the heavy laden rest ; 
And back they look upon the hideous night, 
Dismay’d, where shapes of death and te: 
ror roam ; 
Yet there, one form, enrell’d in sacred light, 
Leaving, for works of love, its hallow’d 
home, 
One spirit blest amidst the shades we sec, 
Smiling benign on man—O! Owen, it is 
thee. MUS.ZEUS. 


and threatens wide and 


gloom, 


and 


Krelany. 
The following beautiful stanzas are supposed 
to have been written by Lord Fitzgerald, on the 
night of his being arrested. 


' 


. 


Oh! Ireland, my country! the hour 
Of thy pride and thy splendor has pass’d, 
And the chain which has spurn’d in thy mo 
ment of power, 
Hangs heavy around thee at last. 

There are marks in the fate of each clime, 
‘There are turns in the fortunes of men ; 
But the changes of realms and the chances oj 

Shall never restore thee again. [ time 


Thou art chain’d to the wheel of the foe, 

By links which the world shall not sever ; 

With thy tyrants through storm and through 
calin thou shalt go, 

And thy sentence is bondage forever. 

Thou art doom’d for the thankless to toil ; 

Thou art left for the proud to disdain ; 

And the blood of thy sons, andthe wealth cf 
thy soil 

Shall be wasted—and wasted in vain. 





y riches with taunts shall be taken ; 
hy valor with -oldness repaid ; 


Th 


ai 























4 
And of millions who see thee thus sunk 
lorsaken, 
Not oue shall stand forth in thy aid. 
In the nations thy place us leit void ; 


Thou art lost un the list of the free ; 


THE GARLAND. 





and | 


Iv ’n realms by tne plague and the earthquake | 


destroy’d, 
May revive—but no hope js for thee. 


FROM THE CONNECTICUT MIRROR, 


The Gravevard. 


‘Tis morning on the sunny sod, 
Where ling’ ring footsteps late have trod; 
ms os ] ’ 
Tis morning on the melting snow, 
‘That shrouds the grave of those below ; 
sree . 
lis morning to each sprouling thing, 
That greenly smiles because “tis spring ; 
Tis morning on the marble stones 
P4 , 
‘That designate their owners’ bones ; 
"Tis morning to the young and fair, 
Who walk, and laugh and loiter there. 
7 
Above let Spring in brightness glow, 
A brighter morning smiles below. 
bn Le) 


There is a beam that breaks upon 
The lone forsaken buried one : 
And clearer than that dawning ray, 
Which gives the first sweet light of day, 
Sheds on the Christian’s soul a light 
To which the noon-day sun is night ; 
And shews the path his Saviour trod, 
W hen, rising, he return’d to God. 


FROM THE LONDON MAGAZINE. 


Stawjas. 
I. 


Farewell! Farewell! for thee arise 
The bitter thoughts that pass not o’er ; 
And friendship’s tears and friendship’s sighs 

Can never reach thee more. 
For thou art fled, and all are vain 
To call thee to this earth again. 
Il. 
And thou hadst died where stranger’s feet 
Alone towards thy grave could bend ; 
And that last duty, sad but sweet, 
Has not been destin’d for thy friend— 
He was not near to calm thy smart, 
And press thee to his bleeding heart. 
iil. 
He was not near inthat dark hour 
When reason fled her ruin’d shrine, 
To soothe with pity’s gentle pow’r, 
And mingle his faint sighs with thine ; 
And pour the parting tear to thee, 
And pledge of his fidelity. 
IV. 
lie was not near when thou wert borne 
By others to thy parent earth, 
‘To think of former days, and mourn 
In silence o’er departed worth ; 
And seek thy cold and cheerless head, 
And breathe a blessing for the dead. 
7. 
Destroying death! thou hast one link 
That bound me in this world’s frail chain ; 
And now I stand on life’s rough brink, 
Like one whose heart is cleft in twain ; 
Save there at times a thought will steal 


| 


| 
j 
' 


j 


| Their breasts will be the mournful urns 












To tell me that it still can feel. 
vi 
Oh! what delights—what pleasing hours 
In which all joys were wont to blend, 
Have faded now, and all hope’s flow’rs 
Have wither’d with my friend. 
Thou feel’st no pain within the tomb, 
But they alone who weep thy doom. 
Vil. 
Long wilt thou be the cherish’d theme 
QO} all their fondness—all their praise 
In daily thought and nightly dream 
In crowded halls and lonely ways ; 
And they will hallow every scene 
Where thou in joyous youth hast been. 
Vill. 
This is the grief that cannot die, 
And in their hearts will be the strife 
That must remain with memory— 
Uncancell’d trom the book of life. 


































W here sorrow’s incense ever burns. 


Dialogue 
BETWEEN SOUL AND BODY 
MARVELL. 

SOUL. 

O, who shall, from this dungeon, raise 
A soul enslav’d so many ways, 
With bolts and bones that fetter’d stands 
In feet; and manacl’d in bands: 
Here, blinded with an eye, and there, 
Deaf with the drumming of an ear: 
A soul hung up as ‘t were, in chains 
Of nerves, and arteries, and veins ; 
Tortur’d, besides each other part, 
In a vain head and double heart? 

BODY. 

O, who shall deliver me whole, 
From bonds of this tyrannic soul? 
Which, stretch’d upright, impales me so, 
That mine own precipice I go; 
And warms and moves this needless frame; 
(A fever could but do the same ;) 
And, wanting where its plight to try, 


BY ANDREW A. D. 1650. 











| Has made me live, to let me die, 

| A body that could never rest, 

| Since this ill spirit it possess’d. 
SOUL. 

What magic could me thus confine, 
Within another’s grief to pine? 
Where whatsoever it complain, 

I feel, that cannot feel, the pain : 

And all my care itself employs, 

That to preserve, which me destroys ; 

Constrain’d not only to endure 

Diseases, but, what’s worse, the cure ; 

And ready oft the port to gain, 

And shipwreck’d into health again. 
BOL &. 

But physic yet could never reach 
The maladies thou me dost teach ; 
Whom first, the cramp of hope does tear ; 
And then, the palsy shakes of fear : 
The pestilence of love does heat ; 

Or hatred’s hidden ulcer eat : 

Joy’s cheerful madness does perplex ; 

Or sorrow’s other madness vex ; 

Which knowledge forces me to know, 
'And memory will not forege, 
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V ' in etl wil phy pure and melancholy ray, 

i ind f ij t i ie Lis pe t theucrlhts of days gone by, 
lo yal Ww (9{ sorrows—long since pass'd away— 

( tint i st grew. Of pleasures, only born to die, 

- . My early years tomem'ry rise, 

Phe seatiments embraced in the following lie And early friendships reappear, 

ti a wessed in @ vers eneal main ol : . , 

and if we sl id consider any thing faul i forms of lost lov'd ones, greet mine eyes, 
, ition. it Libe. the disagreement of | | lei Unrilling voices reach mine ear. 
». between the first and third line s Of] 

ui inza’; atalltimes a defect, though by no| Sosweetly rolls time’s silent flood, 

wieans Contrary to practice Or propriety i scarce can deem that years have fled 


FROM THE OXFORD (MAINE) OBSERVER 
£ > . 
PMor ving. 

" is not the hour when day retires 

And le ives the earth | »> sombre sha ki s. 


Whe 1deep ning gloom obscures the siglit, 
And nature’s verdant landscape fades. 


iv ’ning may boast her placid light, 
Her mild aad tranquilizing pow'hs } 


youn may assert ier vlow ing sk I, 


‘The sunny radiance of her hours. 


But most the soul delights to dwell 
Upon the silver beams of morn, 

Upon the bright and varying hues 
Which her cerulean sky adorn, 


The voice of gratetul nature sounds 
Melodious on the passing gale, 

Ii rises from the neighb’ring grove, 
And echoes from the peacetul vale. 





Sweet the emotion of the soul, 

Where none but happy notes she hears ; 
And sweet th’ elastic bound of thought, 
When morn’s enliv’ning influence cheers. 


Oh! who could breathe the fragrant air 
That hovers o'er the rising day, 

And harbor in his breast a thought 

*T would not be vardwe to di: play ; 


OITHONA. 


in the followihg stanzas, the measure bemg the 
ca is that ofthe preceding, but with an entir 
ibsence of the blemish, we alluded to; it will be 
eadily seen how highly its beautiful moral precepts 


ire enhanced, by the harmony of its numbers, and 
the strict conformity of its metre. If from the pen 
as is said) ofa female, we cannot hesitate to con- 
crratulate the fair authoress, on her eminent succes 


n cultivating the sweetest and most ennobling of| 


sciences ; the productions of her muse, will add to 
the reputation of our native poetry. 


FROM THE BARNSTABLE GAZETTE. 


fo the Fao. 
BY A YOUNG LADY. 
Bright planet! shining far above, 
rhis weary world of doubt and woe, 
Let me thy soothing influence prove, 
Thy holy spells around me throw. 


While gazing on thy placid face, 
‘Thou aged trav’ller of the sky, 
My heart would learn thy quiet grace, 
hy deep unmov’d tranquillity. 


vr 
| 








Since gazing on thy light, | stood, 


| Wath triends long number’d w ith the dead 


Kingdoms and empires wax and wane 
Yet still serene thou eli lest on, 
(; lding the cottage ef the pial, 
Or Monarch’s monumental stone 
: 
Oh! thus like thee may I behold, 
| Untiov’d, this transient gloomy scene, 
| Life's tale of woe will soon be told, 
| Its griefs—as though they ne'er had been 
| E’en now, time's rushing stream I hear, 
tlis ever onward rolling wave, 
| Fair Moon! ere long that ray so clear, 
Shall sleep on my forgotten grave. 


Yet thou shalt fall from Heav’n one night 
Thy changing face be seen no more, 

Darkness shall veil thy glorious light, 
And long oblivion shroud thee o'er. 


HELEN. 








FROM THE CHARLESTON COURIER. 


| Peuitence. 

Ifthou would’st know what ‘tis to weep, 
| ‘To weep unpitied aud alone 

|The live-long night, whilst others sleep, 

| Silent and mourniul watch to keep, 

| ‘Thou would’st not do what I have done 


if thou could’st know what “tis to smile, 
| ‘To smile. whilst scorn’d by every one, 
To hide by many an artful wile, 
A heart that knows more grief than guile, 
Thou would’st not do what I have done 


And Oh! if thou could’st think how drear, 

W hen friends are chang’d and health is gous 
The world would to thine eyes appear ; 
if thou, like me, to none wert dear, 

Thou would’st not do what I have done. 


*T was yesterday, and uncontroll ‘d, 
The tempest *round us dash‘d ; 
Above us awful thunders roll'd, 
And vivid lightnings flash’d. 
As rush’d the waves so furiously, 
A liquid fire they gave, 
That seem'd like beacon flame to be, 
| To light us to our grave. 


But sweetly in yon heav'n of blue 
The moon is beaming now ; . 
The ev'ning star scarce meets the yew, 
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‘Dhe auriace of t Ca, 
Where hin ti K* 
Retlected bi Leg iply. 


Léevry star 


fa sucha calm how soon regain 
Our breasts theu wonted tone 

Jiow soon torget the day o tinh 
Aud danger tiat is gone 

And this will be—as it hath been 
rad Vian s precarious lot; 

Thet npestol to- lay, Sila 
}o-morrow's calm fo: rot. 


The sun is up-——his heart beats light, 
New plans of bliss to form ; 

He ireame not of a coming night 
Nor of a coming storm. 

And when some hours of joy are past, 
\n] many of dismay— 

Deut! iowls in the resistless blast, 
And he is wreck d for aye. 

YORICK., 


FROM THE VILLAGE HERALD. 


Whe Mepurtey, 
Q! sacred star of .ev’ning, tell, 
In What unsecn, celestial sphere, 
Those spirits ol the perf ct dwell, 
Too pure to rest un sadness here ! 
Roam they the chrystal fields of light, 
O'er paths alone by angels trod; 
Their robes with heav nly splendor bright, 
‘Their home—the Paradise of God? 
Soul of the just! and canst thou soar 
Ainidst those radiant spheres sublime ; 
Where countless hosts of heav'n adore, 
Vhrough the unbounded fields of time? 
And canst thou join the sacred choir, _ [raise, 


Through heav'n’s high dome the songs to| 


Where seraphs strike the golden lyre, 
In ever-during notes of praise 

Oh who would heed the chilling blast 
That blows o'er time's eventful sea; 

fi doom’'d to hati, its perils past,—— 
‘The bright wave of eternity ;— 

And who the sorrows would not bear, 
Oi such a transient world as this; 

When hope displays beyond its care, 
So bright an entrance into bliss! 


WILFRID. 


FROM THE ROCHESTER TELEGRAPH. 


The tragic story of an individual who was swept 


over the falls, in attempting to ford the Genesee} Man giveth up the ghost, and where is he ?’ 


River (at an early period of the settlement of the 


stern nature has supplied the forms of 
Arid the Wii sii‘ i WiLdnDeas Oo er tive 
iN; wzling the in ot wate! r 4 iscless tie 
} VWiththedeep moan of youcer evergre: 
\W en madn il beka Phas Upol thie 
{nd silver mivon bea edance Upon Lue Waves 
| That lowiy tenant te not all forgot, 

A spirit watchman fees tine ‘lonely grav 


—_— — s-— — 


@ Prey of Rew. 


TRANSLATED FROM ANDREW MARVELT 


ee ee 


See, how the orient dew, 
Shed from the bosom ot the morn 
Into the blowing roses, 

Yet careless of its mansion new, 

Four the clear region where ‘twas born 
Round in itself encloses ; 

And, in its lite globe's extent, 
iFrames as it can its native element. 
How it the purple flow’r does slight 

Scarce touching where it hes; 


But, gazing back upon the skies, 

Shines with a mourntul leht, 

Like its own tear, 

| Because so long divided from the sphere 
Restless it rolis, and unsecure, 
frembiimg lest tt grows impure; 

‘Till the warm sun pities its pain, 
And to the skies exhales it back again 

So the soul, that drop, that ray 

‘Ot the clear fountain of eternal day, 
}Could it within the human flow'r be seen 

Rememb'ring still iis former height, 
Shuns the sweet leaves and blossoms green ; 

\nd, recollecting its own light, 

Does, in its pure and circling thoughts, expres# 
|The greater heav'n in an heav‘'n less. 
In how coy a figure wound, 
iv'ry way it turns away; 
So the world excluding round, 
Yet receiving in the day. 
Dark beneath, but bright above ; 
Here disdaining, there in love; 
} 
| 





How loose and ea y hence to go! 


llow girt and ready to ascend ! 
| Moving on a point below, 
li all about does upward bend ; 
Such di lithe manna’s sacred de Ww distil, 
W hite and entire, although congeal’d and chill ; 
Congeal’d on earth; but does, dissolving; ruy 
Into the glories of the ALMIGHT Sun. 


@@here is he? 
| BY HENRY NTALSF. 


JOB. 4 


country) is familiar. The rude mound hisremains| And where is he? not by her side, 


occupy beneath thom occasioned the following : 


The Hourly Grave. 


There is a grave upon that sounding shore, 


Where friends ne’er met to mingle sympa-| 
thies, [ roar, 
Where ne’er rose requiem, but yon cat’ract’s| 
Nor wavd its grass to friendship’s holy sighs. 


No bending willow (sorrow’s emblem) there, 
Did e’er affection nurture with her tears, 
Nor ev’ning’s music ling’ring on the air, 
Die o’er this lonely tenantry of years. 


| Whose every want he lov'd to tend: 


Not o er those vallies wand’ring wide, 
Where sweetly lost, he oft would wend; 
That form he lov’d he marks no more, 
Those scenes admir d no more shall see, 
Those scenes are lovely as before, 
And she is fair—but where is he? 


| No, no, the radiance is not dim, 
That us‘d to gild his fav’rite hill ; 
The pleasures that were dear to him, 
Are dear to life and nature sill : 


foe, 





y\ i 
it it al fils mole 18 NOL a4 fall 

yo, cted m t lis ga leis be, 
Dhie lilies droop and wither there, 

Aud seoms to Whisper, * where ts he?” 
[lis was the pomp, the crowded hall, 

bb wiiere isall this proud lis} lay 4 
I]is riches, nonors, pleasures, all 

Desire could frame—but where are they ? 
And ue, as some tali rock Uhnut stands 


i rte te l by tne circiluig seu, 
Surro ined by admiring bands, 


Se em d } roud y eli DY Nee but wh re is he 


The church-yard bears an added stone, 
Lhe fi 
liere wUuness dwells and we ; 
And death lisplays his banner there ; 
Phe lie is gone, the breath is fled, 
And what has been no more shall be ; 
The well known form, the welcome tread, 
Oh! where are they, aud where is he? 


s-side shows a vacant chau ; 


S) alone, 


FROM THE CITIZEN OF FREVERICKSTOWN. 


Reicctious 
ON THE TRANSITORY STATE OF MAN 


A beauteous sky to-day is seen, 
4 canopy of clouds to-morrow, 
{nd shorter of the space between 
Scenes of joy and scenes of sorrow. 


30 pass the days of sportive youth, 
The pleasing dream so fair and fleeting, 
So like the brilliant summer’s sun, 
Behind the western hills retreating, 


Then age intwilight gray appears, 
Approaching death, so dread and dreary, 
The end of joy and end of fears, 
A pleasing solace to the weary. 


Then what is life ?—a shadow vam! 
A moment seen, and fled forever, 
A myst’ry you cannot explain, 
A thread the passing breeze can sever. 


lake then a retrospective view, 
And let it on thy mind impress, 
This shortly will remain to you— 
* A green grave and forgetiulness.” _ 
BeeRRK, 


We have a reason full as powerful, for wishing 
\ preserve the following article, as that of mere 
approbation ofthe performance—tuat of wishing to 
rescue it and its author, from what appears to us, 
an atteinpt to drive down from the harmiess ascent 
of Varnassus, a well-qualifiedand ambitious pilgrun 
towards its shades. 

These lines were first published in the N. York 
American, of May 12th, 1825, and in the same pa- 
per of the following day, appeared an extremely 
RUDE, UNGENEROUS and UNJUsT attack upon the wri- 
ter, from an anonymous hand under the signature 
of “ Cleon ;” on whieh the Editors of the American 
theurselves, make some reinarks, in the propriety 
of which we entirely coincide. -We should suppose 
this splenetic and malicious attempt at criticism, to 
have come from the pen of some one, who had just 
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i nt An of that ¢ ted wri 
‘ , 
i hg © thatan Amerwcan 
ave tl biel im touconvey i ‘ 
' 
i Lif i i ’ Kec with 
Poverwe tre i vi ms crueity riows I 
j : 
i ‘ th i Bil i t ha ‘ 
' ’ 
bored att ptsatorbhe ss, i alwa offered ja the 


Mine st¥lo @iG sparit, Mall infioitely facther short of 
an estunable model, than « ¢ ajiway ability to 
POan poetry We 
eat to hin hisown quotation, chan 

ing @ word Guy: * Criticus pascit 
MAD 

Ihe Editors of the American + 
it We yom issue with Ci 
way's poeucal talent, an 


contribute to Our stock of Jive 
bee leave to re 


t\ } Substance~ 
mias to the flactot Coy 

ana re pecting te 
piece before ua, What it evince ro pane onuabi¢ 
Hharks O1 inspirabion, and we would willingly quote 


in proal of this Opinion, one of the very absurd 
RY vena , ] 

tie that offen ( leon the personification of 
mountains iit nated by the setting sun a@s war- 
rior: * rearing their crested helms around a tast 
falling throne.” is the not poctry, nay subl AV, 


in this idea’ Or is there any thing absurd m rep 


resenting the descending sun. as i nks, aad send 
me iorth, even Aiter it bas du appeared, the bight 
flashes of extinguished oborie asa niughty throne 
or power hastening to destruction °” 


We regret that our own limit 


will not permit u 
to dwell more at ien 


thon “Cleon unbecoming 
philippic ; who may indeed be ironically termed in 
this violent ebullition of his envy, a second William 
Hazlitt ‘ come to judgment.’ 

Having read this production with much attention 
and satislaction, we would mevely polit out a few in 
tances of madvert nce oF carele SSHeESS, which the 
indulgentreader wilicheerfully overlook. 

The lines— : 
‘As when myouth my yielding spivit could take” 
‘Urging thy water-steeds in beauty and power’ 
are evidently too prosaic; but they are the onl; 
parts so distinguished. ‘This blemish is of entirely 
foo lrequent occurrence in our country, and we be- 
lieve in nocase more so, than the prolific effusions o 
*Cleon’s,’ favorite Pencivat will testify ; notwith- 
standmg the pumerous beauties, for which that 
genticman’s pen, is so justly admired 
In the following line— 

Suit not thy charms,” &e 


although the transposition of the verb is allowabkt 
to the Poet, and frequently elegant; we should im 
this mstance have preferred the more natural sound 
and ¢ Spression 
«“ Thy charms suit not,” &c. 

Such other proc tions of thes writer as may 
meet our notice, we shall cheertully preserve to 
adorn our colunmms. 


FROM THE NEW-YORK AMERICAN. 


Stawas. 


“Cure sub nocte recursant.” 


By Hudson’s stream I stand: ah! not inspir’d 

As when in youth my yielding spirit could 
take 

The stamp of nature’s beauty, and was fir'd 

By the warm impress, Oh! when sorrows 
make { forsake 

Man’s heart the home of thoughts that ne’er 

The self-made wretehed, rove his eyes in 
vain 

O’er nature’s magic page! she cannot break, 

Een with her spells of power, the two-fold 





chain [ pain 


tjsen from @ perusal of a page or two ef Jynius—ifi That links the soul te wo, the wasted frame te 








Se A UN oa oe - — 4 


12 THE GARLAND. 


Let others view the Hudson, 16 thia bh iy bodys ¥ mux wath ¥ ‘ tiie 9 
That poets love, Uv last of day's le hiuie, But my pirat hail rise to tts 4 
Urging thy water-steeds in beauty and power 
4 oat! : , #4 ". | i} 
Li oe rude Vialawan'’s length ou Epitaph. 
J cannot bow in peace at nature's shrine, Oh stranger ; pause, nor heedless pass tl 
Nor feel, e’en in this speaking solit ide, Vy here rest the hes of a son ol eartii; 
Thy loveliness around my bosom twine ; For this sad marble now rey a 
Suit not thy charms a heart by grief sub To desiznate his virtues or his werth 
du‘'d— [su'd. 
By woes that cannot wee p, and vain regrets pur-) A few short years will pass u theeded by, 
And this sad record of his hay less let 
Yet parting day smiles sweetly on thy check, Will like himself in mould’ring ruins he, 
Faw Hudson, and his glowing fingers throw Like him unhenor’d, and hke him torgot 
A lovely mantle o'er thee; and in meek ‘+ The storied Urn” and monumental bust, 
And quiet beauty on thy burnish’d brow Insome, though distant, yet still certain hour, 
Glitter the gems of heav’n; thytressesfow | Wither’d by Time’s dread arm will turn to 
In liquid amber.—Streaming to the eye, dust lpow's 


Like hosts of fire, thy guardian mountains glow, 
Around the sun’s fast-falling throne on high, 
Rearing their crested helms, in cloudy panoply.) Then, stranger, pause ; and shed a tear 


With those whom they should rescue trom his 


O’er him whose ashes rest beneath this stone, 
They cannot shield the glories that must fade | And may each dewdrop thou enrichest here 


ln night's oblivion! TI willlook nomore | Shine with a brighter lustre on thine own. 
Upon thy waters—do they not upbraid JUAN. 


My spirit with their peace? e’en since I bor 
The name of man, and through th’ expanding | 


The following Stanzas we are told, are from ths 
door 


fair, | en of an accomplished and amiable Man, of which 

Of the bright future chased those shapes of| indeed the fecling, the softness, and the trely poetic 

‘That lured to hopes they left me to deplore ;,@%d melancholy spirit manifested in alinost every 

No balm doth Nature bring me ;--when |} !!€) Might at once convince us. a 

hare " [anguish A Innate depray ty must truly have been dec p-root- 

, ed inthe heart of the wretch, who could stam his 

My bosom's wounds, she oe eee a murderous knife, and imbrue his fiend-like hands, 
JONWAY. 


lin the unoffending blood of—Francis Baxter! 





es 


FROM AN IRISH PAPER. | @o Pleasure. 
Solitude. lon pleasure! I have fondly woo’d 


= But never won thy fleeting favor, 
Oh had I the wings and the speed of the dove, | My early suit was wild and vndio 


How fast would I take me away re . 
: ai yi “J? [love, | And startl'd, thou didst fly forever 
From men who can fashion the language of| . 
While thei ds are preparing slay : . ; 
A ry: the : pay * I 1 eritie ~ ~ ’ Awhile I deeply sorrow'd o'e1 
nd though I mig ar r Yeasts o Sok ge Sia 
he might herd with the beasts wis Lhe wreck of all that perish‘d then ; 
e , ¢ se ’ ? 
_ the chase, | When wilder, sweeter than belore, 
And fare like the worm of the clod, 
| would hide me afar in some desolate place 
Vhere none coul ue me i 
; tl } : cowed a “os G . _ | And my sad heart, though deeply chill d, 
me ere > , Ns thal . ‘ . ” 
AL i ; wou come on Djs chariot the Still parting, sou rhit thy lov'd embrac 
clour : 


| Trac d ev'ry path thy vot'ries fill'd 
When the winds or the waters were hie Be pee ? 
hen the winds or the waters were high, I'o meet thee in thy RESTING PLACE. 


And there he would speak when the thunders 
were loud, 

And the lightnings envelop’d the sky. light, 

And there he would walk in his garment of 

When the curtain of darkness withdrew, 

And there he would look from his stars, in the 
night, 

When the blossoms were drinklng the dew ; 

And there should my praises arise with the 
morn, 

And close with the closing of day ; 

There, there, should I flee, (when my life was 
outworn,) 

Like the mist of the mountain away ; 

For there though no Sister might shroud my 
remains, 

No Brother spread o’er me the sod, 


| Thy smile, thongh distant, beam'd again 
J 


I saw thee mantling warm in wine, 
And deeply bath’d my fever'd lip ; 

I saw thee pause at Beauty's shrine, 
And surely hop'd thy sweets to sip 


But wine and beauty both conspir'd 
To fill my soul with dark regret ; 
For scarcely won, their sweets expir d, 
And pleasure fleeting, ’scap’d me yet. 
And now, with scarce a feeling warm, 
When all should bloom in hearts unwasted, 
I turn me from thy lovely form, 
Thy joys unknown, thy sweets untasted. 


Then fare thee well, deceitful shade, [ thee, 
‘Though bright the charms that still adorn 
*Matawan isthe name by which the native In-}Too fondly press’d they with’ring fade, 


—— “ ee i 








tiansdesignated the Highlands of the Hudson. And all who follow soon must scorn thee, 
' . ¢ eo “- a <a 
. an My enasscaaf . 4 . - -. tie ia “4 


a 


FROM THE 


The TWithered Mose Bud. 
To A 

‘On thy leaves let me 
Phat aff 

lLhou art face 


hopes, 


NATIONAL JOURNAL. 


} 
j 
} 
———i). 


n from me !” 


number the tears 
ecloi has stor 


i! thou symbol of youth and its 


Like the iy y the hand of the husban Iman lops, 
bhou hast withering dreop 1, rom the touch} 
ol decay, 


And thy fragrance of odors has vanish’d away 


On tny bosom no more shall the Nightingale 
rest, | west ; 
When her song lulls the Sun in his halls of the 
No more shall the glittering gem of the dew 
Lend its varying tints to thy brightness of hue. 


hy ieaves are all shrunk—but the florulent 
stem, | like them ; 
from which thou wert pluck'd, shall not perish 
On its tendrils’ exub’rance no reptile shall creep, | 
Or m venomous we epings its blossoms dare 
st ep. 


. } 





} 

Oh! long may that sweetest and tend’rest ol 
flow’rs, 
Luxuriantly drink eve’s ambrosial show’rs; | 
Oh! long may it open its bosom’s soit veils, | 
To load with their the winnowing| 
gales ! | 

| 


lragrance 


But thou ! thou rose bud, art an emblem of me, 
For my coul was once in full blossom like thee ;| 
But, since, | have mark’d my warm wishes «i wl 


| pine 
And beneath the chill twinings of hopelessness} 


cline, 


since of me a true semblance thou| 
[heart .| 
Thou mouldering bud, be enshrin’d oa this| 
Thou’ltmind me of Hope, and its temple, 
when ther | Despair ) 
ht, to taste —but met nought—sav« 


Then come, 
art— 


i thou bia 


ao 


FROM THE NEW-YORK AMERICAN. 


wines 
WRITTEN ON THE RUINS OF MELROSE AUBREY. 
Proud monument of Border fame! 

Thy ruin’d walls record the day 
When England’s ruthless spoilers came, 

And havock track’d them on their way ; | 
When monks and white-rob’d abbots fled, 
With guarded step and noiseless tread, | 

At midnight from their cells ; 

While tented warriors dreaming lay, 
And sentries chided night’s delay, 
} 


As peal’d the Abbey bells. 


A stream beside thy Gothic pile 
Its mournful music lends ; 

And through each lone deserted aisle 
A plaintive murmur sends. 

The * Border line”’ that stream is styl’d ; 
it waters as it flows, 

Alike the garden and the wild, 
The thistle and the rose; 

And Highland boys with native 


| 
' 
{ 
' 


pride, 


| Respo 


| Reckl 


THE GARLAND. 


Have gaz'd wi now th 


Absorb’d in t Ajis} 


ere © Wate: | 


ort’s dream 


| And Highlan i maidens wreath’d their bow’ 
| With woodbine 


, and with forest flow'rs. 
Beside uiy lowe iy slreaim, 


The wizard of the North hath eaid. 
Go visit Velro ¢, When the moon 
Invites communion with the dead—- 
ihe saul will ask no riche boon, 
There isa charm withm that how 
W hich steals across the 
When gazing 


That rears its head, 


Willing breast. 


i'd tow’) 
with ivy drest 


on each ru 


Then lend thy thoughts to days ol old, 
When oft the pious father told 
His rosary, at Vesper pray'r— 
Where now the lonely owlet tells 
Phe place where kindred rum dwells, 
And mocks the days that were 
Phen think how oft these aisles have rung 
when the \bbot sung, 
snd swell'd the sacred tone, 
And knelt them -down, with hearts ck 
Abstracted from the world withor t. 
Before the chancel 


ponsive 
your 


stone, 


Sirang 


‘ 


| id‘ein | 
id ri 
wad 


d the burta 


GOneucht Hig 


er, trea 
la stlence-—c 

| Listen to the wind’s dull 
Which hums the dirge of 

Ot soldiers slain m battle-time 
Ot monks, » ociinhan in their co 

Of beauty, blighted in its prime 
Of names, inscrib’d on princely scrolls, 

Since first the bugl nal broke 

The warrior’s dream for battle stroke, 
For England’s—Scotiand’s fame,— 


Fr stone ; 
one 


aves g 
to) 


wls— 


And plighted ma:dens knew too well 
Kach cannon peal, the fun’ral knell 
Of some lov’d, hallow ad m 


Observe, at twilight’s rosy hours, 
Beneath those 
schildren gath ring flow’ 
Among the 
| Contrast the happy childish play 
| With which they while the time away 
W ith the sad look of anxious care 
Ihe searching pilgrim’s features wear, 
When, wrap t in contemp Nation’s dream. 
He muses on the silent dead, 
And finds a melancholy theme 
kngray’ ( bed 
The pilg grim seexKs the shri i 
And weeps above the holy spot, 
l'o see the altar where his line 
Had breath’d so oft the prayer divine, 
sy man neglected and torgot ; 
An { wil | ilow* rs too, In be auly gay, 
Their fragrance mingling with the air, 
As if in mock’ry of that lay 
| When incense shed its perfume there. 


tomb-stones of their sires 


h narrow 
prostratt 


l abov e ecac 


' 


W hy should he mourn what time has done 
Its rapid course no hand c#a wil 
The midnight moon and morning g sun 
Come but to show all fades away. 
V. & Co 
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FROM THE ITHACA 40UKNAL. 


All that’s Sweet must fave, 
T saw a flow’r; it pleas’d me well, 

It bloom’d so beauteous on the sight, 
It was so fragrant to the smell, 

it was *o fair, 80 pure, so bright! 

But Oh! the cruel blast of night! 
[t breath'd upen its virgin bloom 

lis pois’nous breath, its killing blight, 
Aud robb’d it of its sweet perfume. 


[ saw upon the vernal spray, 
A drop of morning's holiest dew, 
Relum’d by the sun’s broadest ray, 
And trembling as the breezes blew ; 
But searcely had it cheer’d my view, 
When lo! it melted on the air, 
And left the lonely spray to rue 
That it should lose a thing eo fair. 


[ saw upon the silver lake, 

A ripple, as the moonlight shone, 
Sueh as the wanton wild swans make, 
When they are gliding gaily on: 
But lo! a moment—it was gone; 
Twas but the winds of heav’n astray, 

Breathing the sparklng waters on; 
Soon as they ceas’d, it died away. 


I saw, from the bright fields that lie 
Bar to the south, the bird of spring, 
Gliding in beauty through the sky, 
nil here it stoop’d to rest its Wing: 
I listen’d, and J heard st sing. 
Amid the freshness of the year, 
It seem'd itself the gayest thing; 
But still it would not linger here. 


I saw, on the maternal breast, 

The tender iniant hush’d asleep ; 
Sweet were tts dreams, and calm its rest, 
It had not yet e’en learn’d to weep: 

And though the mother long’d to keep 
Fler little darling ever so; 

Alas! he woke in anguish deep, 
And felt the fever’s burning glow. 


And now the mother o'er the boy, 
As on the pillow pale he lay, 

With yearning breast and teariul eye, 
liuog all the night and all the day, 
To chase disease and death away; 

All, all a mother’s arts were tried ; 

But still he faded day by day, 

And like aseraph, calinly died, 


FROM THE BALTIMORE PATRIOT. 


Memember MAc. 


When wintry blasts are chilling 
Fach pledge of summer's joy; 

When the heart’s chords are thrilling 
The notes that but destroy ; 

When sullen gloom is shrouding 
All that the eye can see; 

Each beam of promise clouding— 
Oh then remember me! 


When morning dimly breaking, 
Lighis faintly round the gloom ; 


When on thy couch awaking, 
Biigtt in thy beautecus bloom ; 
Then, when each fairy vision, 
lhy seraph slumbers flee,— 
Amid their joys Elysian, 
Ob then remember me! 


And when calm night presiding, 
Sits on her sable car ; 

Along heav'n’s blue vault riding 
Hail’d by each glitt’ring star ; 

While thy blue eye is turning, 
With pensive joy, to see 

Those orbs so glorious burning, 
Oh then remember me! 


When kindred throngs around thee, 
Flash festive wit and joy; ; 

WV hen orphean spelis have bound ther, 
And thy charm d soul employ, 

When each light moving grace and tone 
Floats softly sweet and free, 

And music hails thee as her own, 
Oh then remember me! 


Where'er thy steps are roving, 
In peusiveness or mirth, 
With sinile or sigh still proving, 
I houghts of im passion’d birth: 
O think of one who far away, 
Forever thinks of thee, 
And hail the bliss of life’s lone way 
In that blest memory! F. 
——= 
The boldness, vigor, and almost martial move 
ment of the following Stanzas, entitle them to high 
consideration. They are from ihe pen of Wasu- 
incTon Aston, the distinguished Painter, and e 
vince a brilliancy of fancy, and vivacity of expres- 
sion, seldom surpassed. ‘The poetical productions 
of this gentleman are not numerous, but they are 
like “ diamonds of the first water,” and wil) coir 
tuuue to be prized wherever found. 


Hines 
Though ages long have past, 
Since our fathers left their home, 
Their pilot in the blast, 
O’er untravell’d seas to roam, 
Yet lives the blood of England in our veins ; 
And shall we not proclaim 
That blood of honest fame 
Which no tyranny can tame 
By its chains ? 


While the language free and bold 
Which the bard of Avon sung, 

Is which our Milton told, 
How the vault of Heaven rung, 

When Satan, blasted, fell with all his host 
While these, with rey’rence meet, 
Ten thousand echoeg greet, 
Aud from rock to rock repeat, 
Round our coast ; 


While the manners, while the arts, 
That mould a nation’s soul, 
Still cling around our hearts, 
Between let ocean roll, 
Our joint communion breaking with the sun ; 
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The voiee of blood shall reach 
More audible than speech, 
WEARKE ONE! 


FROM THE W. ¥. COURIEN. 


Hove. 


© Love! what may tnine emblem be? 
Thine is the Sybil’s branch of gold, 

Which gives us, e’en on earth, to see 
Elysiam’s glitt’ring gates unfold ; 

And thine the foot, of elfin power, 
Whose sight can make the spirit glow— 

Like the green ring that gems the moor— 
An em’rald ina waste of wo. 


Such art thou, when thy path is sweet, 

\nd leads o’er Hope's delicious plain; 
When youthful hearts in music meet, 

\s surmmer winds the warbling main : 
Such is thy power, when thou dost come 

With wing of light and breath of flow’rs, 
And waken in thy country’s home 

The lyre that rung in Eden’s bow'‘rs, 


Hut ah! far darker pow’rs are thine ; 
To bid lone hearts in vain to glow, 
No rose to bloom, no ray to shine; 
And lay young hope in ruin low! 
Oh baffled Love! thine are the hues 
That shroud in gloom the march of years ; 
And, as the glow-worm lights the dews, 
Thou glimm’rest on the dark heart's tears. 


oe 
——S 


FROM THE NEW-HAMPSHIRE 


Wines, 


A YOUNG GENTLEMAN OF NEW-HAMPSHIRE. 


PATRIOT. 


BY 
There was a lyre, *tis said, that hung 
High waving in the summer atr 5 
Sn angel hand its chords had strung, 
And left to breathe its music there, 
Each wand’ring breeze, that o’er it flew, 
Awoke a wilder, sweeter strain, 
Than ever shell of mermaid blew, 
In coral grottos of the main. 
When, springing from the rose’s bell, 
Where all night he had sweetly slept, 
rhe zephyr left the flow’ry dell, 
Bright with the teay that morning wept; 
He rose, and o’er the trembling lyre, 
Wav’'d lightly his soft, azure wing ; 
What touch such music could inspire ! 
What harp such lays of joy could sing! 
The murmur of the shaded rills, 
The birds that warbled sweetly by, 
And the soft echo from the hills, 


Were heard not, where that harp was nigh. 


When the last light of fading day, 
Along the bosom of the west, 
In colours softly mingled lay, 
When night had darken’d all the rest, 
When softer than tinat fading light, 
And sweeter than the lay that rung 
Wild through the silence of the night, 
When solemn Philomela sung, 
That harp its plaintive murmurs sigh’d 
Along the dewy breeze of even ; 
So soft and sweet they swell’d and died, 
They seem’d the echo'd songs of heav’n. 
Sometimes, when ali the air was stul, 


atl 
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Nor e’en the poplar’s foliage trembl'd, 
That lyre was nightly heard to thrill 
Tones, that no earthly tones resembl'd; 
(nd then, upon the moon's pale beams, 
Unearthly forms were seen to stray, 
Whose starry pinions’ trembling gleams 
W ould oft around the wild harp play. 
But soon the bloom of summer fled— 
ln earth and air it shone no more ; 
; Each flow’r and leaf fell pale and dead, 
While heav'n its wiatry sternness wore, 
One day, loud blew the northern blast— 
The tempest’s fury rag’d along— 
(OQ tor some angel, as they pass’d, 
To shield the harp of heav'uly song ! 
It shriek \i——how could it bear the touch, 
The cold rude touch of such a storm, 
| When e’en the zephyr’s seem'd too much 
| Sometimes, though always tight and warm ! 
It loudly shriek’d—but ah, in vain,— 
The savage wind more fiercely blew ; 
|}Onece more—it never shriek’d again, 
| For every chord was torn in two! 
It never thrill’d with anguish more, 
Though beaten by the fiercest blast ; 
| The pang that thus its bosom tore, 
| Was dreadful—but it was its last. 
| Aud though the smiles of summer piay’d 
} Gently upon its shatter’d form, 
And the lieht zephyr o’er it stray'd, 
That lyre they could not wake or warm 
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FROM THE ROCKINGHAM GAZETTE. 


Che Autumn Coening. 
Behold the western evning light! 
It melts in deep’ning gloom : 
So calmly christians sink away, 
Descending to the tomb. 


The winds breathe low—the with’ ring leaf 
Scarce whispers from the tree ! 

j So gently flows the parting breath 

When good men cease to be. 





How beautiful on all the hills 

‘The ermmson light is shed ! 
“Tis like the peace the christian giver 
‘lo mourners round his bed. 


How mildly on the wand’ring cloud 
The sunset beam is past ! 

*Tie ike the mem’ry left behind, 
When lov’d ones breathe their last 


And now above the dews of night 
The yellow star appears! 

So faith sprigs in the hearts of those 
Whose eyes are bath’d in tears. 


Its glories shall restore ; 
And eyelids that are seal’d in death 
Shall wake to close no more. 


Butsoon the mornine’s happier light 


It affords us pleasure, to ormament our collection 
of American Poetry, with an elegant production of 
a gentleman who stands deservedly high with his 
fellow citizens, and whose literary exercises have 
added greatly to his reputation as a modest and 


‘ 


ungssuming scholax; we allude toC. Spracue, Es¢. 
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BY CHARLES SPRAGUE. 
When from the sacred garden driv’n, 
Ma» fled before his Maker's wrath, 
An angel left her place in heav’n, 

And ecross’d the wand’rer’s sunlesg path. 
I'was Art! sweet Art! new radiance broke, 
Where her light foot flew o’er the ground; 

And thus with seraph voice she spoke, 
* The CURSK @ BLESSING shall be found.” 


She led him through the trackless wild, 

Where noontide sin-beam never blaz’d; 
Che thistle shrunk—the harvest smil’d— 

And nature gladden’d as she gaz’d. 
Marth’s thousand tribes of living things, 

At Axr’s cominand to him are giv'n; 
The village grow Drs, 

poiat their spires of jaith to heav’n. 


, the city 


the oak, an 1 bids it ride, 
I ty grac’d; 
» rock; upheavd in pride, 
See tow're of strength and domes of taste. 
twarth’s teemi aves Lheir wealth reveal, 
Fire bears his bunner on the wave, 
He bils the mortal heal, 
Aud leaps trizmphant o'er the grave. 
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He plu ks the pear] 
Admiring 
He breaks the 
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With thought 
He bids the > illume the page 
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#Ofthis class of numbers, we have abeautiful sne- 
¢imen, entitied * Response” tothe * Grave ofthe 
Year,” by a gentleman of Maine, which will appear 
in our next 


He 
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THE GARLAND. 


iin fields of air he writes his naine 

And treads the-chambers of the sky ; 
reads the stars and grasps the flame 

round the throne on hie! 
sublime, 

and in grace; 


ilo war renown’d, in peace 
i Iie moves in greatness 
Elis 


Links realm to realm, and race to race 


wow'r, subduing space and time, 


Burrus. 
BY J. B. SHEYS 


\Oh! breathe his name with rev'rence 
And never mar hi 


ue¢ I ¢ 

matchless soi gs 

And hail him in your dreaming siec 

W he re glory leads his nade along ; 

\Oh! keep the sweetest flow'rs for him, 
Mhat spread in summer's transient ra} 

I'o deck the goblet’s sparkling brim, 
To svothe his spirit lar away! 
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©’er him no useless tablet raise— 
With Nature's self his fame shall ble 
The tougues of earth speak out his praise, 
The wide world be his glorious tomb ! 
lives where Freedom wakes the figh! 
Hie lives where Love and Feeling plea: 
(round the board each soul is bright, 
Jo gild the wreath to him decreed. 
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On winding Ayr’s green hallow’d side, 
though Scotia’s genius proudly roams 
Creation hails the man with pride— 
Fhe poet has a thousand homes, 
While time his blessed name endears, 
While Nature to his mem’ry turns, 
His ruin’d Harp, bedeck’d with tears, 
Should be the epitaph of—Burns! 


fe 


To Blossoms. 
BY R. HERRICK. 
Fair pledges ofa-fruitful tree, 
Why do ye fall so fast: 
Your date is not so past, 
But you may stay here yet awhile. 
‘To blush and gently smile, 
And go at last. 
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What, were ye born to be 
An hour or half’s delight, 
And so bid good night ? 
*Tis pity nature brought you fortli, 
Merely to show your worth, 
‘And so lose you quite. 


But you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne’er so brave : 

After they’ve shewn their pride, 

Like you awhile, they glide 
Into the grave. 








ANECDOTE. 

Euripides, the poet, once said that three of 
his verses had cost him the labor of three days 
*{ could have written a hundred in that time,’ 

aid another poet of ordinary abilities. *¢ I be- 
lieve it,’ replied Euripides, * but they would 
have lived only three days.’ 
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